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shook to it as to the bull's pawing, and Usa wrenched up a 
huge black boulder and fixed it to his club. The whole land 
vibrated to the power of the breathing and stamping and 
hearts of the giants. 
Then suddenly the wise one, who had sobbed, struck his 
foot upon a stone and cried in pain. His cry was as lightning, 
a massive spark which ignited the center of the meadow to 
a seething piece of blind, struggling flesh where before two 
muttering, restless groups had stood. Over it, disregarding 
it, slowly the two giants' eyes met, and as the thunder fol-
lowing the lightning they were together, met in the center 
of the meadow in a shock that cleaved that land along their 
charging, intercepting paths of fate. It lasted not a full 
second. The frightful horn was pierced through dead Usa's 
breast while the huge black boulder lay in the broken red 
head of Ussra. The gore of their dying drenched the air and 
grass and all the woods around, as if a mighty fire raged. 
The struggling people disappeared into the darkened chasm 
as if sucked by a great mouth. 
The sheep huddled under the trees and the squirrels in 
their dens, as if for a storm to stop and dust to settle, but 
there was no dust. They would come out later, to graze and 
play in the sun, on the edge of the meadow. 
Larry Syndergaard, Ag. Sr. 
^^^^ 
volunteer 
T STOOD THERE looking up at the third pole. The 
-
™~ straps of the spikes squeezed my legs, giving me a sense 
of strength in their tightness. 
Should I be sensible or should I show the stuff I was 
made of? Chances are if I show what I'm made of, I'll show 
it splattered all over the ground. 
I took a hitch in the heavy belt, kicked my spikes against 
the pole for luck and dug the first iron in, on my way up 
the sixty-foot pole. I took my time, since I wasn't a pro at 
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this, and we all knew it. One foot after another of creosoted 
wood went downward past my nose. I didn't have any idea 
how high I was. Sensibly, I looked up instead of down, which 
would be the natural impulse, and judged how far I had 
to go. 
Well, that cured me of wondering. No more looking 
up. I 'd better follow the advice of the experts and just keep 
climbing unti l I bumped my head or got tired and had to 
stop to rest. Now was the time for that rest, come to think 
of it. My hands felt four inches thick. 
Probably those other two poles were enough to prove 
to myself that I had the nerve. This one was pointless, ex-
cept that somebody had to climb it and cut down "Uncle" 
Joe Hartley's antenna. 
When Joe moved, the Air Force said that the antenna 
had to go. I, great big, foolhardy, blabbermouthed me, had 
volunteered to climb the poles and cut the wires down for 
him. 
If I ever get down off this pole in one piece, I 'm gonna 
throw these spikes into the South China Sea and never miss 
them. 
You'd think I would have learned on that first pole this 
morning. No trouble getting up with one rest stop, my 
hands weren't sore yet, my knees didn't start shaking until 
I got around the twenty-foot mark. This time, they had 
been shaking continually during the long walk from the 
second pole and hadn ' t stopped yet. 
I leaned back against the safety belt and looked up again. 
A mountain of wood waiting to be scaled! When I was 
about half way up the pock-marked monster, "Uncle" Joe 
hollered at me and brought me out of my reverie. 
"No, I 'm not going to sleep all day. If you don't like it, 
you can just make like the ape you resemble and trot u p 
this overgrown fencepost yourself." No comment from the 
ground. T h e others were riding Joe about being afraid to 
go u p the pole while they coiled the wire I had already cut 
down. 
I leaned forward a little, unhooked the safety belt, and 
(Continued on Page 27) 
Art £ecticn 
Our spring Art Section consists of four student 
works. The first is Roger Roslansky's ink and ink 
wash impression of an artist's study. Carole Lease, 
using ink on wet paper, applied by pen and brush, 
produced the second piece of student art; a scene 
from memory. A mental image of objects brought 
to mind by the Calypso trend is the theme of the 
pencil drawing on page 25, by Maria Case. Tom 
Bauer created the ink line drawing on page 26, 
which is a view of Hayward Avenue from the 
archway between Friley and Hughes Halls. 
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began the long climb upwards, dropping each spike hard 
into the pole for a sure footing. 
One thing, this pole was not as bad as that second one. 
That had been pure Hell because the salt air had gotten to 
it and rotted much of the surface wood. Why they don't 
develop a chemical to preserve the wood in these islands 
is beyond me. 
There was the top. Only about ten more feet to go. 
I rested for a moment. 
Should I go back down and get it this afternoon? 
A loud but doubtful voice in the back of my mind said 
a word that decided me. 
I dug in again and soon was at the top of the pole, the 
heavy wire resting against my shoulder. I just hung on and 
rested for a moment. I was too weak to unclamp my safety 
belt and get it around the pole. I overcame the urge to lurch 
towards the pole and hug it. That would have meant a quick 
trip straight down when my spikes let loose. After another 
moment, I had recovered enough strength in my fingers to 
unsnap the buckle on my belt and throw it around the pole. 
When I had hooked it into my left belt ring, I leaned back 
and let loose with a bit of profanity which made me feel 
a little better mentally, if not physically. 
I looked down and saw that I had been the object of 
some concern during my struggle with the belt. The boys 
didn't look too confident of my climbing ability now that I 
was perched sixty feet in the air again. It struck me that 
this was a helluva time for Don to want to know if I was 
all right. I told him so when I got enough air in my lungs 
to shout. 
Now the business at hand, since I was up in the clouds 
again. 
Double check your spikes. Get comfortable, and start 
chewing on that wire with the cutters. 
It didn't take long. Suddenly, there was a shudder in 
the pole as the tension of the wire let loose. My spikes were 
in tight enough this time so that I didn't have the sensation 
like the first time, when one leg was left flailing in the air. 
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Of course, that first pole was under more wire tension than 
this one. 
I unhooked my safety belt and started the long and eerie 
climb down. This was worse than going up. My hands hurt 
terribly, and I kept having visions of the only time I had 
watched a climber "burn" his way down a pole. H e had 
been careless, and as a result he picked splinters out of his 
chest, arms, and legs for about two weeks. Not to mention 
a broken arch incurred in the fall. 
Only about thirty feet u p now. Not high enough to 
really get hurt, but much too high for jumping. 
I took bigger steps now that I was getting closer and 
closer to the ground. Slamming my spikes deep into the 
pole with each downward lurch and then, I missed! My 
other foot was jerked loose from the pole as I fell. . . 
Thank God I was only three feet up . My knees gave out 
when I hit the ground, and I just sat there, proud of my-
self, fiddling with the straps on the spikes to hide the fact 
that I couldn't have made my knees support me even if I 
had wanted them to then. 
Nicholas M. Saum, Sci. Jr. 
Sleep 
ITT comes — dull — heavy — warm, 
-*•- drawing my eyelids down 
pushing a frown on my forehead 
pressing my neck 
pulling my shoulders down 
creeping over my back. 
If I lay my head on my arms 
just for a minute 
it will be gone. 
But I must not! 
A test, a chapter, a paper. 
A letter, a phone call, a meeting. 
Sleep is escape. 
Sleep is no-thinking. 
Sleep is — sleep. 
Beth Bones, Sci. Sr. 
